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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is what happens when Dramady and | end up having a somewhat random chat. *g* Oh btw there be 
Vampires here if that\'s not your thing please don\'t read. And as always thanks to my wonderful co-author- 


you make me a better writer, love. *hugs* 


His dreams are dark, tumultuous. He tosses and turns, the sheets collecting the sweat from his body as they 
wrap tightly around his body. He gasps for breath and that's when he wakes, eyes flying open as he wheezes 
out a gasped "Fuck!" 


Gilby lays there for a moment trying to slow his brain's fevered activity as he struggles to loosen the 


cocoon-ness of the covers. 


Its then that he realizes he's not alone. It's not body heat that alerts him, because that's noticeably absent. 
It's when he can't loosen the covers, tugging and tugging and the sheets not giving. "What the--?!" 


The room is dark, murky. Usually there'd be light seeping in from the window, but not tonight, the ominous roll 


of thunder explains the absence of light. His elbow jerks back and makes contact with a body. 
"Gilby," he hears. I's a whisper, so soft that he's not sure he hears it or senses it. 


"The fuck?!" He can't move, pinned by the covers. He then grows aware of being painfully erect, his cock 
pressed into the sheets, throbbing. "Let me out," he growls, even as a part of him wonders if his brain is 


creating this hallucination, or if he's still dreaming. 


He knows he shouldn't be here, shouldn't be touching even as he trails a finger down his friend's throat. He 


learned years ago that mixing this and work was a mistake which cost in the end, always. 
But he's like a moth to a flame, unable to resist. 


The innocence of this man has always called to him, the one who Axl tried so hard to corrupt but couldn't, 
though the dark nights of drink and drug excess. The attempts the singer made to seduce Gilby to his bed. 


Through all of that, the innocence remained, calling to him like a siren from over troubled waters. 


The part of Tommy that is Gilby's friend, the part that walks in sun with him, writes music with him, spends 
time with him and with their families, is screaming at him not to do this. Not to treat him the way Axl did, to 
rob him of his life in the sun. Not to corrupt and defile him. 


But the part that plays with the moon, walks in the dark at this time of night - is winning. 


He knows he shouldn't have come. He knows he should have bolted his door and locked his window the moment 
the storm started, forcing himself to stay in his room. As time creeps forward, second by second, he's losing 


the battle, who he is winning over what he is. 


"Tell me what you see, Gilby" The words are hissed softly, even as part of him screams for the other man's 


help, his help to stop this before it undoes both of them. 


"Tommy?! What the hell, man!" Gilby starts to writhe more urgently. "What're you doin’ here? Let me up!" In 
the dense murk, he knows the voice, even though the timbre's changed--it seems to almost slice through him. 
There are dull glistenings that the corners of his eyes catch, but nothing he can hold on to to configure the 


difference. "Let me go," he urges, his voice growing more quiet. 


Reaching out, Tommy curls a lock of hair behind his friend's ear smiling softly, sadly, showing the conviction of 
his words and the inevitable pain that will follow. "Let you up, man and you'll run and if you do that, we're both 
lost." Even as he says those words, he moves away, to the bottom of the bed, curling himself into a little ball 
clutching his knees. He buries his face against them, his voice almost normal as he speaks. "Run, Gil.. while you 


have the chance." 


"Hey! Hey." Gilby, now able to sit up, wraps the covers securely around his waist. He still can't see worth a 
shit, but the undercurrent of anguish in Tommy's voice is hard to miss. “Tommy, dude. What's..what's up?" As 


much to place where Tommy is as to give comfort to a friend, he reaches out a hand, running it over the 
covers until he feels a leg, and an arm wrapped around it, so he finds the hand and squeezes. "Why should | 


run?" 


A shudder runs through him at the warmth of Gilby's hand on his skin, and it's not pleasant as it cries to the 
beast within, making it roar and demand that he taste, that he claim Gilby. This has him blinking. He knew his 
voice within wanted something different for this one but he hadn't quite realized it was that. 


If there's one thing Tommy's learned over the years since he was turned, it's not to be in the presence of 
people he cares for without feeding. The beast doesn't discern between friend or foe, between what might be 
suitable food and what isn't when it's hungry. So he's learned not to get so. But this time it's not food the 
beast is crying out for.. its what? He's not sure and that's even more painful to him. This part of him, that if 
the truth be known, he took by choice - but with no understanding of what he was getting himself into - 
wants something from his friend, something from Gilby that Tommy himself doesn't really understand. It's like 
he feels that he's continually being thrown in the deep end of a very murky pool and this sink or swim thing is 
beginning to seriously piss him off. 


"Run, Gilby.. run far as far as you can. ‘Cause man, if you don't, you're going to find out things really do go 
bump in the night." There's a grim smile and a flash of fang to accompany those words, his monster laughing 
in his ear and pulling on the chains he's just about got it wrapped in. They're not going to last long and he 


knows it. 


"What the--" Gilby sighs and reaches again for Tommy's hand. "What's goin’ on, man? Are you sick? | can call 
someone. | know things go bump in the night. | worked with Axl, right? Talk to me, dude.” He can hear Chopper 


whining and clawing on the other side of the door. 


Knowing that if Gilby let his dog in, things were going to get well beyond weird, Tommy chains his beast even 
tighter causing it to howl and rage even more. The cost of that action he would bear later, when it was just 
himself and some poor helpless drifter. Most of his prey was neither poor, helpless or worth anything for the 
pain and suffering they had brought their fellow man. Chopper's whining ceases, though they both heard him 
circle and settle against the door. "Guarding his master, protecting the door, wanting to keep the monsters 


away." his voice drifts away to a bare whisper ".. no such luck tonight." 


Tightening his fingers against his friend's, the rough skin that gives testament to their livelihoods rubbing 
against each other sending little sparks of want across his skin. The voice within Tommy cackles gleefully at 
the reaction. "Axl might be an odd fish, man, but he's no real monster. And no, I'm not sick. I'm so past sick it's 
a joke. No, we don't need anyone else here; that would become a real mess." Looking up at the guitarist, he 
waits the couple of moment it takes human eyes to adjust in this light and then simply holds his eyes. Knowing 
full well that his own are currently nowhere near human. Even if his darker half is chained down it's still close 


to the surface. "Tell me what you see, Gilby? Did Axl really go bump in the night?" 


"I have no idea what the fuck you even mean, man," Gilby sighs. "You keep calling yourself a monster!" He can 


see the gleam in Tommy's eyes. "What the fuck is going on, man? Come on! Tell me something! | see you, man 


My friend" 


The cage gets rattled again as Gilby either won't admit to what he's seeing or cant which actually causes 
Tommy to grin a little. His voice drops to an almost sibilant hiss; because as much as a lot of him hates what 
he's become the part of his human side that wanted this in the first place loves it, loves the chase, loves 
stringing them along before.. and he slams the door on that thought. That is not going to happen to Gilby, to 
this man he's known for probably a few more years than he'd want to admit to. Not that that matters these 


days. "Look again, my friend, really look and tell me what you see." 


The beast though still chained, pushes forward. Tommy's fangs drop, his eyes harden then change color, but 
it's still a controlled change not a complete showing of his other face. There's really no point in having the 
guitarist running for the door just yet. Yanking on the bonds hard, he pulls the monster back in, moves off the 
bed to the window allowing Gilby the exit he know his friend is going to take. 


"Jesus," Gilby mutters, not at all sure that what he saw was what he really saw. His heart does a tripping 
thud and he gathers the covers more securely around his waist, suddenly wishing he'd worn clothes to bed. 
"Neat trick, man, but Halloween's a few months off yet." He hears Chopper whine again, which is fucking weird 
because Chop's like one the calmest dogs in the world, one of the reasons that Gilby'd brought him with them. 


"If it was just at All Hallow's, man, I'd be laughing, cause believe me there's no trickery here - well ‘cept what 
your human mind refuses to allow you to see." Pulling back the curtain, Tommy watches the storm in all her 
beauty as she lights up the town allowing the light to really expose his face as he turns back to his friend. 
Again he lets out a little chain and again parts of his beast shows eyes yellowing, becoming cat-like, fangs 
dropping; the little low laugh that's almost a purr. "Care to see what Pammy’s real parting gift was to me?" 


"Fuck!" Gilby can't avoid it anymore. Tommy is freaking him the fuck out. What to do? Jump out of bed? But 
he's naked. Stay here? What the fuck?!?! Apropos of nothing, he suddenly finds himself wishing that he had 
Axls shit to deal with. Drug-related fuck-ups suddenly seem like a walk in the park. “Tommy, man. Listen--" He 


starts, trying to buy himself some time. "You're my good friend, yeah? l'm sure there's an explanation--" 


Dropping the curtain back, Tommy moves across the room treading softly knowing that those few movements 
to pick up the bathrobe off the door and throw it toward his friend, probably showing more of what he's 
become than all the ‘party’ tricks in the world. He knows when he's this close to letting the two parts of him 
join, that there's an elegance in his walk, in his movements, all of them minimal, but with the grace of a 
predator. Do vampires purr? He smiles at the thought. Its not a pretty thing, but again it shows who he is. 
Its the kind of smile designed to melt an iceberg or get in a virgin's panties. Hot, dangerous, mysterious and a 
lot of other things besides. "If | were your good friend Gil, | wouldn't be here. | wouldn't have watched you 
night after night and | most certainly wouldn't have suggested we form a band together. | would have left you 


well alone." 


He watches as Gilby wriggles into the robe, managing to do it without showing anything he shouldn't, which has 
both his sides sniggering to themselves. It's not as if he hasn't seen all the guitarist has to offer in the past. 
Silly human thinking that covering up will protect him. He slaps his monster back down and tightens the chains, 


causing it howl loud enough that his head explodes in pain for a moment. Hissing, his head falls forward eyes 


closing breathing hard through the pain. "Explanation..2" He snarls the pain waking his temper ".. use your 


fucking head. Accept what you see." 


The robe knotted securely around him, Gilby stands in the middle of the floor between the bed and the door. 
Tommy's just said that they weren't friends, which, you could've fooled him. And he was fucking worked up! All 
over the map mood-wise and prowling like a big cat. The guitarist is used to dealing with the here and now. 
That's what being a rock musician means. There isn't time for philosophy or, hell, even religion, most of the 
time. So, Gilby has to think that Tommy's just on some kind of bad trip and got into the makeup kit and trick 
contact lenses, even though he is downright freaky. He holds his hand out. "Listen, T. Let me help you. We'll get 


ou a glass of water and some aspirin. l'm sure you'll feel better when you've gotten some rest" 
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Gilby's condescending tone is enough to push him right over the end man and beast alike, so much so that the 
guitarist finds himself slammed against the wall, held by his throat feet dangling off the floor. The monster 
within is out in full force having broken nine-tenths of its chains. Tommy's eyes are completely yellow and 
cat-like, fangs down and the demon visage fully in place. He know he's staring down a very frightened human 
right about now, he can smell the adrenalin of the fight or flight instinct, as well as something else. And it's 
the something else that has him smiling round his fangs, reining in his temper even if his face doesn't change 
back to human just yet - it does soften a little. "Don't need painkillers, Gil, or rest. All| need is for you to 
believe your senses." With that, he nuzzles against the other man's cheek before licking over the skin lightly, 
smiling even more as his heightened sense pick up the small shiver going through his friend, together with the 
slightly stronger hum of want coming off him. 


"T." Gilby's words come out a panting whisper. This is no joke, not anymore. "Listen, man. | got a kid" Dumb 
argument, Gil. "Please, man. Just..don't. You're my friend, man. Please! I'll do anything, just don't..change me, man. 


Please" In the back of Gilby's head is the chant, vampires arent real He finally tells that voice to shut the fuck 
up. 


Yanking on the bindings hard, Tommy pulls the beast back in, his human face returning fully as he steps back a 
pace, a finger skating over Gilby's cheek. There's a flash of pain as his other half screams at him before he 
regains total control and cages the demon, leaving it rattling its bars for a moment. He shakes his head sighing 
softly. "Why would | change anyone who doesn't want it? It's hard enough when you choose this - would break 
the mind of someone who didn't make the choice willingly. But I'm not your friend, Gil. Don't for one moment 


think | am, or l'm certainly not the person you thought | was." 


The storm's almost died down apart from really distant thunder and the very faint streaks of lightening miles 
away. Lifting the curtain again, Tommy looks out the window studying the street below as the moon breaks 
through lightly illuminating it and him through the glass. Resting his temple against the cool pane eases the 
residual headache a little allowing the pain and loneliness of his own choices back in. "Sorry, man shouldn't be 
here.." His smile towards Gilby is mirthless, pained and nowhere near reaching his eyes. ".. put it down to a bad 


dream." 


"T." Once Gilby realizes that is at least somewhat safe, he lets the hurt seep in "You are my friend. At least | 


think so. Does it--would it--help to talk about it?" Another stupid suggestion but he's not sure what else to 
do. 


That gives Tommy cause to smile a little and instantly quiet the beast, which is odd. Normally the only time 
its not rattling its cage or chains is when it's out and playing. Dropping the curtain, he turns his head to look 
at the other man, still leaning against the window. "What you want me to say? That | thought Pam and | were 
going to be forever? That | agreed to this and she left me in less than a year from turning me? Or that 
that's when | found out | wasn't the first that she has a history of this? Or that now I'm worried for Rob? Or 
for all our kids?" he snorts softly. "I could tell you all of that, but what would be the point? Nothing's going to 
change it." 


Closing his eyes, his body lines show his weariness and the burden that is the cost of the gift, not just to him 
physically or mentally but spiritually to his soul and to who he is. Even though he's young in the eyes of the 
dark, in the eyes of the humanity he's seen more and done more than most sane people can cope with. "So 


what else do you want to know, Gil? Feel free to ask away, l'm now an open book" 


‘Oh, man" Watching Tommy seem to crumple before his eyes, Gilby sighs heavily. "lm so sorry, T. That 
must've fucking hurt, man" Carefully, he crosses the room and stops short of laying a hand on the other 


man's shoulder. "What do you do about your kids? .what are your kids?" 


The mention of his children makes him really smile. "Adopted" His soft laugh is totally genuine. "We're good at 
covering our tracks.. and to be honest, as long as Pam's kept in line she's a good mom. She'll not intentionally 
hurt a child. Just as old as she is, she sees things differently." He shrugs, knowing it's really not explained it. 
But it's the best he can do. 


Putting his head on one side he tries to read Gilby, he's not sure what he's seeing really and he's not old 
enough to have a bash at probing without taking the blood of his friend, even if he was of the mind to do so. 
"Yeah, it hurt." Again, he shrugs. "But that's gone now man, we've moved on both of us; won't deny it bites 
my ass every now and then but that isn't now." He leaves what is ‘now! unsaid. If he's honest with himself, 
he's really not sure. Yeah, he knows that his beast wants something from Gilby, wants Gilby but he's still not 
sure what exactly it wants. He knows what it doesn't want and it doesn't want his guitarist for supper. That 


much he does know. 


"What is now, T? What do you do? How do you do it? Fuck, | can't imagine. Do you..." Gilby does his best to look 
at Tommy's face in the moonlight that comes in between breaks in the clouds, through the window. "Do you 
get lonely?" 


Tommy smiles wryly. "That's one way of putting it" Not thinking, he reaches out for his friend then catches 
himself, pulling his hand back. "Now? Now's one day at a time | suppose, one night.. and you probably don't want 
to imagine. Though | will say | don't hurt anyone, | promise you that." ‘Or not anyone who doesn't deserve it 
and that thought is also unsaid. "And one other promise | don't kill and as I've already told you | wouldn't turn 
anyone who didn't want it." He shrugs slightly. "Not something I've ever done or wanted to do." 


Watching his friend--the way he expresses himself, has Gilby's heart wrenching. "So much for that being a 
romantic way of life," he tries to joke, before sobering again. "lm sorry, T. | can't even imagine." He takes the 


hand that Tommy had begun to offer. "I'm your friend. Let me help." 


He looks down at their joined hands for a moment before his eyes fly back to his friend's, coloring yellow for a 
moment before returning to their human color and then darkening as recognition of what his other half really 
wants flows through him. Not that so far from what he wants himself if he's truly honest with himself, which 
these days he can't afford not to be. 


Too many times in the early days, Tommy was caught unaware by his demon and its understanding of his own 
dark wants and needs. "How do you think you can help, Gil?" The words probably come out more harshly than 
they should have done and he regrets that edge almost instantly, the apology written in his eyes. 


"Well, | can be your friend, for one," the guitarist replies. "I can try to understand what you are and not judge 
you, for another. But | guess that comes down to trust on both our parts. | have to trust that you won't 
change me, | guess. And you have to trust that | won't freak out on you like | did earlier." 


Tommy puts his head on one side a little dark smile tugging round the edges of his mouth. Trust? Now that 
was an interesting thought. He wasn't sure if Gilby was really aware what he was asking ‘specially in the light 
of what was making sense to him now. "You have my word on that, Gil” Somehow at this point even if his 
friend begged him, he probably wouldn't.. yeah that was going to bring its own grief in the future but that 
was then and this is now. Again his monster howls, causing him to wince in pain as it voices its displeasure at 


that particular thought. 


Looking back at the other man, he gently twists their joined hands and lifts the guitarists hand into the 
moonlight filtering through the curtain, tracing a nail over the vein under the skin watching with all his senses. 
Again the cage rattling inside him stills. "I trust you to be who you are, my friend. Are you that sure of 


yourself?" 


"Sure of what? That you're my friend? | sure as hell thought so." Gilby manages to contain the shiver that 
Tommy's touch is causing. "| know who | am" His free hand runs through his hair as he again hears Chopper 


whine on the other side of the door. "What are you asking, man?" 


He holds Gilby's eyes, his nail still resting against skin. Even after eight years, he still has this little touch of 
surprise at how warm human skin is when he thinks about it. It's one of those things that make him realize 
the differences and it's those differences that keep things in perspective, especially where people he cares 
about are concerned. Still watching dark eyes, he opens the cage door a bit letting part of his other self take 
the reins. So that his eyes change color, fangs drop and his voice becomes harsher something new for his 
friend to deal with. "Not asking anything - you said you wanted to try and understand; then you have to know 
the other part of who | am." 


He doesn't think Gilby really needs to hear the thoughts that followed those words so he leaves them unsaid. 


Even as Gilby feels his heart thud in his chest as he watches Tommy's face change, he makes himself stand 
still, makes himself keep holding his friend's hand. He sets his shoulders and nods slightly. "I see you, man. | see 
you. You're still my friend" He looks up and lets their eyes meet. "Just don't change me, T. That's all | ask" 


Tommy shakes his head again, holding Gilby's eyes and sighs a little softly, which actually comes out as a slight 
whistle through his fangs. "How many times? l'm not going to. If you can't take my word?" He trails off putting 
his head on one side just looking at the guitarist. "I'm not going to do anything you don't want me to." The cage 

door is opened further and the demon slides forward even more a softer version of his full face, his voice 


changing completely sounding as though it's being dragged over crushed glass. "So what do you want, Gilby?" 


"Just do it," Gilby mutters. "Feed, or whatever it is you do. Just don't change me, T. DO it" He cants his head 


to the side and closes his eyes. And he waits. 


His beast snarls pushing even further forward before roaring in fury as he yanks it back hard, dropping the 
hand he's been holding like a hot potato, his words colored with the pain in his head from the demon's anger 
and his own temper which isn't helping anything. "I don't need to be condescended to.. or need your pity, just go 


back to your normal world. This never fucking happened” 
Burying himself down inside his hoody he makes for the door, Chopper almost growling the other side. 


"Tommy!" Gilby almost shouts. "I'm not fucking pitying you or condescending to you! God! You come into my 
room and you lay all this on me! I'm just trying to..." He sighs, running a hand through his hair again. 
"Whatever, man l'm obviously not saying the right thing or doing the right thing. You're right. It never 
happened" He presses his hand to his chest, locating the sharp pain. "Just go. I'll keep your secret, don't worry 
about that" 


"Ahhh, fuck!" Tommy's reaction is to kick the door hard enough to put a hole in it. Turning, he glares at Gilby, 
fists balling in the pockets. "Yeah | came here and ‘dumped this on you, for a reason that's only just made 
sense to me. I've ended up watching you a lot of nights recently - most of the time you've not even been 
aware of it. And no, | know that doesn't make it any better before you even start." The beast literally roars 
inside him taking him to his knees with the pain that the outcry causes, as out of the corner of his eye, he 
sees Gilby start toward him. 


Closing his eyes, Tommy drags himself back to his feet before the guitarist can reach him, however. He turns 
his gaze back to Gilby, sighing softly. "You ask you me to trust you, then make like I'm going, oh, | don't know.. 
giving you no choice or something.” Unconsciously he almost mimics Gilby's actions by dragging his fingers 
through his hair. "| don't want anything you don't want to willingly give me. I'm not worried about my secret, | 
know its in good hands." He's at a loss what to say or do even if there is anything more to say. Whether 
there's anything left to salvage. 


"T." Gilby takes the two steps to cross to his friend, gripping Tommy by the neck. When he finally looks up, 
the guitarist undoes the belt of his robe and lets it fall open "I want to give you what you want. Can you see 
that?" He flexes the fingers holding the drummer. "Can you feel it?" 


This time when Tommy closes his eyes, it's not out of pain or to shut out what he's losing, it's against the 
light of the man who's standing so close to him, that light that burns yet draws him like a moth. By way of 
reply to Gilby's question, he rests his head against the other man's shoulder for a moment just breathing him, 
basking in the acceptance he seems to be offering. Then there's a rattle in his head causing him to pull the 
smaller man gently and carefully closer. He licks up his friends throat twice simply savoring the taste both as 
human and vampire. "Last chance, Gil.. tell me to stop." Both of him-selves scream against the offer he 
resolutely shuts them both up. It always has to be Gilby's choice, they know that. Surprisingly, his beast 
quiets, accepting it. Both human and demon hold their breath waiting. 


Gilby doesn't answer. Instead he cants his head. His cock is achingly hard, his heart is pounding. He licks his dry 
lips, his skin prickles and he waits. 


The low growl he makes at his friend's obvious want and need together with what he's offering becomes a 
harsh purr as Tommy's demon pushes forward completely, but surprisingly leaving him with the reins. Gently, 
he drags a fang over the skin above the artery opening a very slightly wound, the sound deepening as he gets 
a first taste and a sense of what's going on with Gilby. Licking up the scratch, he seals it before repeating the 
caress again a couple of times. Just before the need to really taste and claim becomes too much. His fangs 
press against and pierce the skin sliding into the vein and for a heart beat he holds still savoring the feeling 
and the moment, hearing Gilby moan softly, then swallows twice before retracting his canines and licking the 
two holes closed. Just those two mouthfuls had been enough to almost bring him over the edge then and 
there, his body singing and the beast quietly purring in his head as it had returned without so much of a 


murmur. 


There's this look of wonder on his face as he looks down at his friend, still not completely sure just what had 
happened but the need for human contact after the vampiric one completely clear in his eyes. Cupping the 
sides of Gilby's head he rests their foreheads together, his voice almost hesitant. "Can | kiss you?" 


"Yeah," Gilby whispers, feeling as if his whole body's on fire. In a way he can't even wrap his brain around right 
now, he feels like he's already come and as if what he and Tommy have just shared is far more intimate than 
anything they possibly could ever share subsequently. As he feels Tommy's lips against his, there's no 
nervousness, no fear. It's as if they've already done this, even though the taste surprises him, the slight 
copper taste of his own blood, Tommy's taste. And because of what they've already shared, the feel of 
Tommy's arms around him doesn’t surprise him--it's a mere extension of what's already occurred. When Gilby 


wraps his arms around Tommy's waist, his fingertips learn the texture of his friend's skin 


The feel of Gilby pressed against him, in his arms, breaks over Tommy like a warm wave, something he could 
so easily drown in. The connection between them almost hums through him as though he feels the other 
man's reactions and emotions as an echo of his own As the kiss deepens something breaks inside of him, 
something he hadn't even been truly aware of, and his friend slips inside of him to a place where he'd never 
let anyone else be. A sob escapes their join lips before he gathers the small man even closer burying his head 


against his friend's shoulder, holding on for dear life itself. 


“Shhhhh," Gilby says calmly, quietly as he strokes through Tommy's hair, staring blankly at the far wall. "H's 
ok. I'm here." Inside, he's aware that everything--everything--has changed. But it doesn’t bother him. It can't 
right now. Tommy needs him. And suddenly, and in Gilby's mind, completely logically, it makes total sense that 
that comes before anything else. 


Lifting his head, Tommy looks down at his partner and his mate. He can finally truly admit to himself what he's 
honestly known as long as he's known this man: that Gilby does complete him, the other half of his soul, both 
human and otherwise, apparently. He brushes a single finger down the other man's cheek, smiling softly as he 
shudders under his touch. "Wanna make love to you. You gonna let me?" The words are more of a soft growl 


than anything else a combination of both his voices as both himself and the beast ask the question together. 


And anything that came before, as natural as it seems, doesn't prepare Gilby for the shock that runs through 
his system, the fiery heat at that idea and question. "You know | will," he stammers out. "I just never... I've 
never. Before. With a man" But that doesn't stop him from taking Tommy's face in his hands and kissing him, 


hard. "Please, man. Please." 


There's a flash of fang for a moment in the kiss as Tommy's monster crows at Gilby's words. Gently pulling 
back, he licks over the other man's lips, cleaning the couple of drops of blood away. "Sorry, man. We'll look 
after you. Nothing you don't want." Easily picking up his mate in his arms, Tommy carefully deposits him back 
on the bed, getting rid of his boots, socks, belt and shirt, leaving his jeans not wanting this to be anything 
more that pleasure for his soon-to-be lover. Stretching out beside the guitarist, head resting on one hand, he 
lets the other wander lightly over warm skin, starting at his throat then over his chest to play with his 
ripples before his lips and fangs follow the same path, any little scratches closed up with a lick and a kiss. 


And the sensations only ratchet higher and higher. Gilby's breath comes in stuttered gasps through his open 
mouth, goose bumps chasing Tommy's mouth around his body, the sharp sting of the bites melting into what 
felt like liquid heat moving through him straight to his cock, with throbs and twitches. He's not sure what to 


do with his hands. They come to rest on Tommy's shoulders, then slide down his arms. 


Lifting his head, Tommy looks up at his lover, his human face firmly in place even if his eyes are colored a 
little just showing how close his other half is to the surface. "You okay, man?" His fingers trail down Gilby's 
side watching the goose bumps rise at his slightly cooler touch. "Tell me what you need, Gil.” 


"| don't know what | need," Gilby whispers back, a slight wry smile on his face. "Except this. And you. Please, T. 


Please." 


His own soft growl becomes more of a purr for a moment as Tommy nuzzles against Gilby's cheek. "Looks like 
you got me.. got both of us, in fact” There's a certain amount of wonder in his voice at that and probably for 
the first time since Pam left: complete acceptance. This time when his lips wander down this mate's body they 
don't stop at his chest but slowly meander over the other man's stomach his tongue, teeth and fangs teasing 


round his belly button, though he doesn't draw blood just tease. 


"Ah-ah-ah!" Gilby arches moans, not able, especially now, to understand how what Tommy's doing seems to be 


so much more than anything he's felt before. His cock throbs. “Please, T," he whispers hoarsely, circling his 
hips. "Please." 


Looking up for a moment, Tommy can't help but smirk before moving round so that he can do this and watch 
Gilby if he wants to. Licking over the head of his mate's cock draws a shudder from him and low extremely 
possessive growl from his demon, the taste of the other man drawing the need to claim very, very close to 
the surface. Firmly putting his beasts and his own needs away, he slowly takes the other man down his throat, 
little sounds of contentment leaving him as he does 


"Ah, fuck!" Gilby nearly arches off the bed, the mouth on him just nearly driving the last rational thought 
from his head. He quickly grabs the sheets and fists them, pulling tightly, his eyes screwing shut, his breath 


coming in staccato grunts that correspond with the movement of Tommy's mouth. 


Keeping this light and easy, Tommy teases the shaft with his tongue keeping his fangs well away, not certain 
that Gilby would be ready for anything involving that level of play just yet. Though given his previous 
reactions, Tommy didn't really think it would take to much to take it that step further but right now this isn't 
about him; it's about his friend, his soon-to-be lover, his mate. Returning to lapping over the head, he smiles 
up at the other man, loving watching Gilby's reactions. His hand wraps lightly the shaft still taking it easy 
lightly stroking. "So fucking beautiful" He doesn't even realize he's said the words out loud or that his voice 


has taken on the soft growl of his monster again. 


Gilby's eyes fly open and his cheeks heat. "Don't stop, T. Don't ever stop." That dark undertone of Tommy's 


voice sends a spark down his spine and his cock jumps. "I wanna feel you." He takes a deep breath. “All of you." 


Crawling back up the other man's body, Tommy leans over him looking down into his eyes, his own changing 
slightly as he drowns in the brown, taking on the merest hint of yellow making them almost hazel. "Not 
stopping, Gil. You're stuck with me.. with us." Taking Gilby's hand, he draws it down between them to his 
denim-clad cock, hissing softly as he presses their joined fingers against him. "If thats what you want, touch 
me, man. Please." The words are a soft whisper of ache, want, need and something so much deeper. 


The size of what he's feeling makes Gilby blanche for a moment, but he wraps his hand around it and strokes 
tentatively, feeling every part but his cock go limp at the yellow glimmers in Tommy's eyes. As he watches his 


lover's face, he relaxes even more, his touch getting more firm and confident. 


A shudder wracks through his frame at that touch, even through his jeans, close to undoing him for a 

moment. Tommy's eyes close as he draws the other man close almost cradling him, his head falling forward to 
rest against his mate's temple. The extra sense of the demon allowing him to breath Gilby, imprinting his scent 
in his memory and his souls, as being with the guitarist seems to draw both his sides human and beast closer 


together more one rather than two separate entities each fighting the other. 


His lips find his lover's in a gentle kiss that says more than words ever will, as a soft touch trails down Gilby's 
side so that he can wrap his fingers round the other man's cock matching the rhythm he's setting. "Wanna 
help me get these jeans off?" Yes, there's light amusement in the tone of his voice but its more to do with 


not wanting to push this any faster or take to any places that Gilby doesn't want it to go. 


"Yeah," Gilby says, his throat dry. One look into Tommy's eyes then down as he reaches for Tommy's fly. Then 
his fingers, which are only shaking slightly, slide between the denim and Tommy's skin for a moment before he 
undoes the top button. Finding his lover's eyes again, he eases his fingers down and opens another, the pop of 
the button coming loose seeming to be very loud in the room now that the storm's died down and Chopper 
seems to have calmed down Third button and Gilby can feel the head of Tommy's cock and he inhales sharply, 


even as his hips are moving into the hand wrapped around him. 


Tommy's eyes fall shut, a low sound escaping from his lips as goose bumps rise over his skin There's no way 
to describe the reaction, the emotion, how it makes him feel to have this person, the one who completes him 
touching him like this. It's almost as if he can see the bond between them strengthen even as Gilby's innocence 
calls to his monster and to himself, if he's truly honest. 


Two more buttons and he's done it. Gilby takes a deep breath and reaches his hand in and runs it over 
Tommy's erection, as the breath hitches in his chest. "God, T. It's." Hot, huge... "Good" Letting go, he reaches 
up to push the jeans down Tommy's hips, which puts his face close to his lover's cock. He inhales the scent of 


sex. And he shivers as he looks up, desire writ across his features. 


His eyes snap open at the first touch, his fists balling for a moment before his hand comes to rest on Gilby's 
shoulder, his thumb moving in small circles at the base of the other man's throat. The caress soothing and 
calming as he reins in every thing he's feeling both human and demon reminding them both that this isn't 
about him, not at the moment. That look shakes his resolve for a moment before he gets things back under 
control, one hand gripping the sheets the other he lifts off Gilby's shoulder and strokes a finger down his face. 


"Whatever you're comfortable with lov--Gil." 
"Do it, T" Gilby lies back on the bed. "It just..it's right” He takes Tommy's hand and pulls his lover toward him. 


Tommy smiles softly knowing that he can't just ‘do it; not without hurting this man very badly and that's the 


last thing either of him-selves wants. 


Letting the other man pull him down, he hisses at the contact of skin on skin, almost as if that joining seals 
something between them. Shifting his hips, he makes a soft sound as their cocks rub together sending little 
sparks skating over his skin. "Not just doing anything here. We can take all the time we want or need" 


A low whine of frustration came up from Gilby's throat, even as his hips shifted for more contact. "Please, T. 


Fucking aching for it, man." 


Nuzzling against his mate's throat, he nips the skin first with human then with his fangs lapping softly at the 
blood seeping from the scratch before sealing it closed. "I know baby, | know. Just don't want to hurt you." 


Reaching down between them he wraps his hand round both their cocks fisting them slowly, his eyes falling 


shut at the sensation even as he wants to watch Gilby's reactions, a low groan comes out on a harsh breath. 


"Ah, fuck," Gilby groaned, his hands tightening on Tommy's shoulders. "God. Just that, man. it's so..fuckl" 


A growling purr leaves him at Gilby's words his head lifts and Tommy's eyes open so that he can watch. The 
sight is enough to take his breath away, his mate's back arched slightly, neck bared, his skin almost luminous 
in the half light of the night, dark eyes almost black with fire. He can feel his release there, waiting but it's in 
the background, held in place by the man beneath him. 


Tightening his grip a fraction, moving a little faster, he leans down and licks up the other man's throat 
following that with the edge of his fang just a touch, the link for their easier sharing spring alive again calling 
them both, ‘cause he know Gilby can feel it even if he doesn't comprehend what it is. "Come on, lover. | know 


you're close.. come for me love.. please." 


And its as if Gilby can't not come, feeling it pour out of him, over Tommy's hand, over Tommy's cock, leaving 
him gasping and shuddering. 


It hits the guitarist slowly through the fog of his orgasm. This is the first time since he'd married Dani, the 
first time he'd been unfaithful. But it doesn't sting. It can't. This just is. As he draws air into his lungs, his 
eyes open and he looks at Tommy. "Tell me what to do. To help you." 


"Anything you want, baby. Just being close to you is enough to have me on the edge." Even as he says the 
words, Tommy draws Gilby's hand down to his aching cock wrapping both their hands round him as the other 
arm wraps around the other man's shoulders, drawing him closer, their joined hands leaving him precariously 
close, his fangs dropping as his demon presses forward taking him with it, wanting them both claim the 
guitarist for their own. ".. need to taste you man, let me.. please." The words are gasped the meaning though 


very clear as he presses fangs against the other man's skin holding back by the barest thread. 


"Yes," Gilby whispers, feeling that sanguinity steal over him again. He cants his head away and turns it just so 


to watch their hands move over Tommy's cock. "For you.” 


Both himself and his demon still for just a fraction of a second as Gilby's acceptance truly sinks in for the 
first time. his other self pushing completely forward as his eyes fall shut, two tears chasing each other down 
his cheek, the first one the simple salt of this human self the other tinged pink carrying the faint traces of 


what and who the beast needs to survive. 


As their joined hands bring him over, his fangs slide into his mate's throat the bond between them completing, 
forging a link not just between him and the guitarist but between the two halves of his being. Swallowing twice 
before gently retracting his incisors and sealing over the wound, a soft contented human sounds leaves his 
throat followed by a more harsh purr as he nuzzles against Gilby's throat, the face of his other half still to 
the fore, the ridges rubbing over the sensitive skin of the bite area "Thank you.." Other words threaten to 
bubble over but he holds them back not sure if the man in his arms is ready for what he knows he feels. 


"Shhhhh.." Gilby says gently, still fascinated by the feel of Tommy's still-hard cock in his hand, the rapidly 


cooling fluid covering his skin. He feels like he's cocooned--warm and safe. As he looks down at Tormmy--the 


different Tommy-- he smiles. "l'm here." 


